deadmenofthepasture 


a novelette by myjoy jeremiah harper 


[ prologue ] 


“good evening sir” 
“good evening” 
“do you have a reservation?” 


reddish, a curtain, velvety and bloody obstructing of the guests, eating and conjugating. “i do” our man, i could say 
concierge, is slowly treading to sixty-seven, he looks like john waters in twenty years, like he’s a slip away from 
ten broken bones. “table for two, under harvey steadman” 


“will another be joining you?” i should ask myself the same but i say ‘lets hope’. 
“whom are we hoping for then?” 
“stella” harvey’s forgotten the girl's name, harvey how could you? “she looks like a stella” what a dim one. 


“yes, right this way” our concierge, alber. harvey? he follows albér to his table. sorry, i follow him through the 
cloak. the thick, hemoglobin reminiscent drape is moved. light piano, on heightened ground, the back right corner 
of the room. this pianist has caught harveys eye. the room is merely tinged with informality, said comfort peeking 
through as the talk of those seated. harvey, he can get a tad delirious in these kinds of places, inexplicably, not i 
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nor henry could explain this delirium. i mean only “7”, i swear, what's up with me? beneath the topping, the tinge, 
the garnishing, a more than formal composure sits as the base, each course at each table. on them, white, black, and 
red dresses across or beside standard tuxedos, harvey, you're much too casual! we've been walking as if through a 
labyrinth, alber, do you lie to me old man? warm white veil obscures the room's occupants, yellowish. “here you 


are sir” steadman, be seated! 


in the bright and warm white and chatter chittering wordnot chatter, refracting reflecting reprimanding the red 
curtains of the dwelling. singing near slumber, deep deep in thought me yes harvey thinks of milk! pinkish teets, let 
lay your holy water, infinite, the flush floats as an ocean; the image is blurry but this holiest of saps as giddy rain. 
it's an awfully awful sound, bellowing not screeching, unlike that ocean that is real, this flesh-milky sea is 
lowsounding. harvey knows no numbers, i could not possibly request one. no, harvey! birdland number two! yes 
yes, Stella will love this one. 


so as harvey walks through the mounding, mazing table-to-table labyrinth, he hums the tune of the aforementioned 
number. i'm not a judge so i wont engage in the act, i could only propose he’s off key, off rhythm, and off his 
rocker. as a joke merely. henry mimics the hums by memory after calmly demanding a seat before the piano, our 
concierge, dearest albér can not express the shock he surely feels as the man he is serving, or at least is meant to 
serve, leans over keys and taps with a focused grace. the guests don't care, in fact of the maybe-hundred bodies, 
only four really care. that four containing albér, harvey, the pianist, and a man i can only assume is the manager of 
this establishment. spit! stella skinny in pretty dress. “i'm not quite sure who this stella is” of course not, if he’ll 
have me, i’ll retell harvey’s last two days of living. pardon. 


[ i. feverish ] 


harvey awoke awfully, his little mattress in all its protruding foam and white duvet smothered airlessness does him 
no well aid. he had dreamt of meat as always, and just as always, with paint on his face and silver cross awed with 
cold sweat. harvey. he’s been working a job, as the art market hasnt been very fruitful, he’s bound to be tired! 
unfortunately he must awake, lest he lose his job and i lose interest. harvey! the sound of silver sprinklers making 
dew is misconstrued as thin shrieks from a scream queen beneath a hive of wasps and beetles and kettering. yes, i 
mean ohio. harvey! he brushed his teeth free of shredded chewing tobacco, he’s only been trying it as an alternative 
to marlboro 100s but honestly it's a drag and a waste of his four ‘hs’ engraved zippos. his dry feet feel cold and 
alive on the concrete below, his hairy chest feels grainy and his chin feels too low [as he’s staring at them and the 
concrete wishing to let everything beneath him go]. it wasn't like that at first, i mean the seconds before, he had 
spilled toothpaste and that's something to abore. he wipes himself clean after grazing his grizzled mug with cloth 
and a semblance of backward tar. 


“god damn” 
he cuts himself shaving, this should've stopped when he was seventeen. 
“almost thirty fuckin’ years” 


harvey can only hear the harsh sounds of merzbow, he got kibbutz from a record store bulk sale and must stand 
firmly in his purchase. “plum motherfucker on the radio bad guy”, there's something wrong with his dream 
machine. whenever its set to alarm it just plays the radio, shuffling every five minutes. as those sounds bounce and 
leap and steep and pounce and creep, they seek a peep to trounce, harvey spits. he’s been passed brushing his teeth, 
now he aimlessly attempts to get that taste from his mouth. his gums still bleed. though he thinks it less now, the 
chewing tobacco, raspberry flavored, must have helped in some way. “groom’s gone as an old man, hmmmm i 
hope you understand” he occasionally recalls words from earlier in life, daily-hourly more than occasionally. they 
are not powerful memories, no memories are powerful. 


“when i was seventeen i stood in front of mirrors constantly, i didn't out for vani or narcissi, more for a realization 
‘i do not and cannot be real, this is not me, this world is not for me’. every now and then that, that phrase would 
come up. seventeen wasn't even the worst of that melodrama, if i had that mindset and a girlfriend, or as i would 
say ‘someone to bleed for’ 1 would've gone rotten by twenty-two. who. who was the last woman i bled for? it's 
ridiculous how passion came and went and came and so-forth back then, in those days and such.” 


god! harvey was quite the queen. hell, you could still say that really. couldn't you? “no” well if that's the way you'll 
have it queenie, once again lying on your bed like you have nothing to do at this hour. “this hour?” harvey, your old 
bones could not raise you slower. no, no, harvey doesn't mean to 


fully rise or fish his watch from his bedside or comb his greying scrub or clean his tarnished quarters or complete 
that painting of a woman he saw in a grocery store. he simply plans to gaze into another mirror, now analyzing in 
bewilderment his aged, post-sexual, untethered body [which may i add, is only obscured by white and light blue 
striped boxers]. “back then” just before he scoffs and stretches his chin. he slips into waspy grey, red-lined socks, 
grey woolen pants, his lucky black oxfords, a white shirt, misfitted black tie, and grey blazer. he looks to the 
standing figure in his mirror and at his now clothed post-sexual self. theres a clicking sound rising and shaking his 
eyes with each step of his black leather lies with the window open and the oil paint drying. click click click click 
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click click creek [and the white wooden door opens]. leonard cohen piss. jumptastic ecstatic spastic “miss 


“huh harvey” this being from margaret cothany, the neighbor to harvey steadman this half empty wall of 
apartments. her grandchildren haven't been over in two days, this may explain harveys well rest. harvey says: 
“remember to prune them, those petunias” and my dear lady margaret grins through fine lines, brittle yellowing 
teeth, and blushed cheeks “i, i won't forget” harvey says, patronizing and sure: “alright miss cothany” [either 
waving and grinning or glaring with the lowest contempt] she dislikes when he says this,”miss” , it makes her feel 
old, she begins to frown, turning to her gardens general mass, then the petunias she will soon dubiously prune. 
cardigan misery. how have my unholy treasures transfixed you margaret? stupid question, harvey. i feel my hair 
whirl in the wind, the driver and right back seat window are completely recene. in the passenger seat of harveys 77’ 
honda accord you wont find a body or an off tip of usage since his father’s time owning it. ‘five years ago’ that 
phrase echoes in his head, old dad in his mania slipped off the earth, happily and practically by choice [henry, 
sorry, harvey would argue]. “did you just call me” he cuts short as on the freeway or interstate to the caravee family 
morgue he witnesses a great deal of birds. it's like the cooing is in his car. he briefly imagines hunting with his 
father: “small game” he thinks. oh yes excuse me, the seat beside him, there are cassettes of his [and of course his 
fathers] favorite albums. piss uncover blackness putrid villainy cope catacomb cavern chassis kill coldly kin axis 
axis, axis. he reaches and pulls ‘closing time.’ tom waits counts to four and the wind dries harveys lips. the 
number’s an awful bummer but harvey, though he’d bar me, is living in a book. “i dont give a fuck” liar. the colony 
bought the man aint and hadnt not had it man im a faggot. 


harvey. 

harvey. 

harvey, respond. 

harvey. 

iam to harvey, harvey hear me. 


respond. 


“fuck” gritting or grinding his teeth harvey recalls kissing boys [alternating between the two, james something and 
he cant remember the other], being preppy that year living with his aunt. being fourteen and doing pullups in tight 
doll-like uniformed liveries. seven pull ups and he was done for. harvey, have you ever done more than seven 
pullups in direct succession? why would i? it's pointless drivel. may a million bullets rain on such elementary, 
baseless and useless thoughts. annoyed, harvey looks out at the day and daylight. he passes “hushwood and 
bloodsoil” mish mosh unmeaning words he thought when he was far younger. “does a tree make a sound if there 
isn’t anyone to hear it?” harvey always imagined [when the preposition was made] there was someone who saw it 
fall but couldn’t recount it [meaning: it fell on them] blood seeps to soil and the unattended cannot be heard. 
fucking buzzkill. from his car, harvey hardly makes out the green and brown blur he’s come to call a ‘forest’ beside 
the just as blurry black he calls a ‘road’. “shut the fuck up it is what it is” bring the gun back kit shit its not fun 
time. fun time. its summertime and livin’ is easy. the thousand colors of eyelashes in sunlight near blnindthe 
frustrated, elderly harvey. i am neither of those adjectives. what are you then? 


harvey contemplates himself. there is a wave of bluntness at their perceived finite nature of the the theory that he is 
‘meat’ and ‘bone’. the he feels that fact and becomes slightly afraid at the prospect. when he was younger he read 
sartre, the seeds of an idea such as this nihilist fundamentalism are well embedded in him, even if he can't quote so 
much as sentence. now if 1 may complete, “you may”, thank you. that feeling; it is vulgar, it is discomforting, it is 
not bewilderment, it is not good. goodness is something harvey would rather not concern himself with, in fact: 
aside from the unmistakable, truthful winding road, the day hadn't brought ‘goodness’ to harvey. 


pulling in to the driveway of caravee morgue, i can only glare at the smoke rising from its left wing. i can only 
imagine those who have been reduce to ash. i can only fabricate the blank faces of jilted post life. 


harvey. “what?” you’re awful. 


awful? you sound. harvey you’re excited. you sound entirely comical. lighten up. jilted and uncontrollable and 
limp. with the subconscious utterance of limp, harvey’s power trip is tacked with insecurity. his gate lowers and his 
age begins to show. his power trip shrinks progressively, moment by moment, weaker and weaker. until he reaches 
the door, his weakness is morphed and erased, he forgot his cassette. stepping with inflect, old but alive harvey 
reaches, unlock and pulls ‘begin here’ from his car. it's by the zombies, given context of setting: harvey finds this 
fact humorous. as a stupid man, harvey smiles. 


“piff’ he no longer smiles, opening the right of two connected doors, harvey enters the caravee morgue. 


it is embarrassing, disgusting, bilous to say: i want to be happy. i can not take it. 


[ ll. obscene ] 


“morning glen!” 
“good morning harvey.” 


gleefully and comfortably, the two wave before tending to corpses. thats only rhetoric, as it is, the body glen 
interacts with [outside of harvey] isn’t quite dead. hollowness and white noise don’t echo or resonate but in some 
stale miasma, loiter. not even classical radio [however blaring] can offset this objective discomfort. 1 say objective 
because none our three known, living subjects feel this. harvey deviation of glens contact lingers in his head. so 
much so that he reads formaldehyde as femicide, he walks down one of the caravees many hallways to the light 
room and photo archive. he tries to scan through photographs of faces to either wash the contacts from his mind or 
obscure the concept of ‘face’ at all. “old” 1 could cry at this dramatism. he walks again down the hall. “glen. who is 
this?” glen replies: “stella, me-” now harvey if you will, describe the gaze and bodies of the two, people perhaps, 
looking at you. 


well. glen carvavee, son of aften caravee the second and divorced, martha milteck. he is bespectacled, short and 
wrinkly mostly as a result of his turning seventy eight in two months. he wears the same black wool suit every 
work day, it seems to weigh down on him. its partially contradictory to his posture as yes, his spine isn’t straight 
and yes he appears weighted, but his light step and grip upon his cane perpetuates an all bearing grace. he has little 
hair, and an overall patience or slowness. im starting to feel inadequate. 1 am not “old”, his age compresses me. the 
ease of the unnamed woman as she sits on the front desk, looking over her shoulder, comes off playful. 
disrespectful. its hard to describe the image, glen 1 know and have analyzed. with her neither. typically the presence 
of ‘disrespect’ doesn’t phase harvey, really its as good as reverence if he’s the subject. currently though, given 
glen’s presence and the current setting, harvey, sorry i, is skeptical. i can’t help but feel bewitched. her black hair, 
dress, and shoes could be sunken into. 


“-et harvey” she reaches out to shake my hand. pulled from his pockets, harvey engages, he knows he doesn’t 
exceed at such things though keeps his seniority in mind. by this he is reassured and made confident. both of this 
feeling amplify his sense of impending doom. “hey” stella in a bright, soft voice. “hello” harvey in a. i forgot my 
tone. “she’s my” glen meaning to clarify but halting in silence. 


“im his great niece.” 


“ves, stella caravee. she’s here for the summer student opening” an opening no student ever takes, as the only 
feasible cause to pursue the caravee’s is a need for proper burial. “she. she” harvey interjects, “sorry, i may have 
left the light room door cracked” implosive corrosive miss me misery come closer possess possessive caress 
mitosis in flesh sin is me and i am sin do not undress don’t derail or derobe. i hate when i look at a girl, a woman, 
and think “‘yes. its you” as he once more looks through this stack of photographs depicting uniformed, close-eyed, 
frame centered bodies. much, though not enough, is washed away. 


my bullets go my bullets come livin is easy its made you dumb. harvey performs tasks about and around the 
caravee’s monument to mortem. his job mostly, though is hospitality, insert mostly’ once more: glen is [insert] the 
receptor. we conversate about caskets, flowers, music, and meaning of mutually transmitted stories. 1 feel endeared 
but inferior, as even in his old age; his tellings, second or first hand, defeat mine. harvey doesn’t let that inferiority 
surpass vague notion as yes, he loves and respects glen but also; this has always been so, not just with this specified 
counterpart. harvey just can’t tell a story, or at least he doesn’t feel he can. luckily, in this morgue he’s comfortable 
and in comforting company, so he doesn’t choke trying to translate memory. i don’t fucking choke. 


hushwood and bloodsoil, completely impresent. before a field of headstones only obstructed by church house, glen 
ceaselessly, even directionlessly, gazes while just as ceaselessly and directionlessly directing his tie. 1 look down at 
him between glances at his niece, the carpet, and the light bulb in my right hand. twisting, i am glancing. thinking 
“yes. its you” or “make a man of me” however garrish, or “i want to fall, to be in love” the vaudevillian fuck 
almost falls in gasping dramaticism. 1 come down before folding the ladder, holding it i walk to glen. its like his 
tie’s choking him, though in all truth, this would be the most stale or even calm asphyxiation ive ever seen. “glen” 
and his glare. this one, after so many years, im sure means ‘please excuse me’. address your lie. fine, ‘so many 
years’ is an overstatement. now driven sluggish by recollection of lies, harvey again recedes into the darkroom. lies 
like his relationship with the caravee’s or really a fabrication of one prior to his employment, the embellished 
stories he spews, in conjuction with the former: his overall falsified sureness of life as harvey steadman, and i can 
no longer think. walking much faster with that thought, then pushing through the left exit: “i need a drink” pulling 
cold silver or steel from the wrong side. like any god damn cowboy, he keeps three metal objects on him at all 
times. a flask, a gun, and his fathers belt buckle. he didnt reach for his waist or the right side of his inner blazer. to 
simplify: harvey steadman has pulled a gun on the smoking stella. barrel almost pointed at her as harvey tries to 
come to sense, she stands, given the dilemma ‘fight or flight’ she fights. not known for exceptional fortitude, 
harvey’s grip is released and his warping, focusless sight is pushed seventy degrees right. “im” halted be harvey. 
“sorry, 1 meant to get this” as she stands minorly regretful [mostly because she’s dropped her cigarette]. holding out 
his flask “its empty anyway”, he didnt fill it this morning. 


“you pointed it at me” a reminder from stella, picking it up and returning it. harvey, defensive “it was an accident, i 
am sorry, though” really? are you sure, harvey? to see this pretty thing lifeless, to suscept to this phantom of a 
fantasy? 1 did not and do not. walking. i promise, imaging glen, and his old best friends, something and something 
else. harvey, you only promise when you arent confident. no. arriving at his car, raring to rummage for leftover 
vodka, or bourbon, or anything to replicate that warping, focusless feeling: harvey watches a car pull in. 
interrupting this staring is stella. “let me see it again” she should be more nervous. “what” he knows, sorry, i 
already know. “your gun” affirmed. “what” to thwart and persuade. “or ill. i’ tell glen” fucking bastard wretch. 
“that 1 accidentally pulled my gun while you were hiding and smoking, or actually” here he goes “that i wasnt 
familiar with such sound from the morgue and was frightened by the cackling and screaming, not to mention 
smoke and i dont know. chanting from rooms meant to house the soon to be groomed dead” he seems to be losing 
steam, insecurity at his substandard wit overpowers him and he just shuts up. she stands as he proceeds in his 
search for alcohol. “harvey” 


i stop looking, return from my bent inspection to standing, and she takes my gun. near instantaneously. or am i 
slow? wretch, this is oviously out of harvey’s bounds, flashes of ‘abrupt’ solutions [chase her, yell] appear in 
harvey’s skull. he stands looking meakly at her simply walking. he can no longer be meak, he half follows her, 
imagining what may happen next [will she shoot me? will i take the gun from her?] such questions are a source of 
fright but also and to him, disgustingly so: a source of excitement. harvey detests excitement. no, i detest being 
excited, i often. get out of hand. no longer just half following her, his pace is heightened and the gap between them 
shrinks to a yard. then he walks beside her. “you’re not angry” at the utterance, harvey recalls ‘anger’ and simulates 
it. stella says: 


“uncle said you were a pacifist. among other things. i dont know though, it feels like you might-” 
i might what? “what” 
“like you might stop me. by force, like bound me or something” 
no. “youre glen’s niece, i have no right to interefere that way” 

“but i took your gun” pointing the long steel barrel into hushwood spooly brush. 
“tm sorry, im kidding you. i just wanted to see” pointing that barrel at harvey, then 
returning it to him. 
suddenly emboldened: “follow me” 

“why? where?” stella asks. 

“so you can use it. into the forest” with a burgeoning jokish air 
“use it for what?” 

“to kill something” no longer so bold. 


“he did say you were funny.” 


now at a stand still “yeah, listen. no more pasivism testing. i hope. we can work well together.” 
then walking away. for a while before she, again, interferes with my intent. 


30) 
1 


“you can show me around” with a smile that melts and magnetizes. “i’d have uncle glen but” 


alright, 1 believe that sums up the key occurences that built up to now. 


there are many gruesome subjects and matters. gore, psychosis. “im so far off, i dont know whats wrong with me. i 
find them to have some sacred appeal. maybe even beauty” but really, stella; “youre stunning” 


“thank you.” it begs eye contact, i comply and i realize ive been staring at her neck, she shows so little skin and i 
still stare. harvey undergoes waves of inadequacy, forced fortification, embarrassment, power [reluctance and 
embrace of it], and a horrid bareness. “what were you playing?” 


“an old waltz, i. i had a class in boarding school. my teacher, miss- she wrote it. did you like it?” she only caught 
sixteen seconds of the movemnent, harvey asks in semi-aware rhetoric. “she had a thing about keeping her work 
private. she could barely even take the opinions of her students.” harvey, scanning the room then glancing, 
involuntarily and nauseatingly at her. black hair, brown eyes. her blushing lips and blemishing cheeks. i can see the 
blood through her skin. harvey, youre imagining things. 


“7 never got things like that. privacy i should say.” 
“it seemed like it.” 


“your gun. that was different, 1 mean. i always felt if someone, anyone really, knew what i was doing or thinking or 
making. it. mattered more.” now with her elbows on the table: “its a habit im getting out of though. 1 havent really 
told anyone i came to see uncle glen.” in recollection, as if a siren spewed ‘vicar! vaudevillian!’ she looks, even 
searches beside her. “he’s probably” laughing “even wondering where i am.” 


“4 doubt it.” 
“then. 711 take your word, you probably know him better than me. but again im sorry about.” 
“7 told him.” 


albere returns with red wine for mr. steadman and lilac daquiri for the miss. “have you decided?” harvey is 
staggered before: “lamb and mashed potatoes” stella, quickly: “steamed vegetables and-” fuck. rarely eating at such 
establishments, the old, weathered till archaic harvey steadman questions whether his eyes are of desire or envy, 
disgust or adoration, fucking lesions or buboes! those are not proper parallels, looking up from the floor to stellas 
face; we are not proper parallels. he stands, asking alber “where’s the restroom?” who then points. harvey at this 
age must not have adequate control of such things. its not that, not so directly. excretion! reminded of freud, thats 
never good. looking at himself in a small and plasticine-blurry rectangular mirror. slowly gaining awareness of the 
fact that this isnt or at least shouldnt be where alber directed him: he’s comforted. this must be the custodians 
closet. small and entirely concrete [plastic, porcelain, and paper object exempt], this feels like home. he imagines, 
slightly reluctant under the influence of his whole heartedness, the unalive and the process of making unalive. 


hellfire and bulletrain. gunship not my marter old daughter 1 will fuck everything up and nothing will be pretty go 
giddy or loony, spoonfed you spoon me. your cheek and collar bones. my ugly fists, my chest buries hips, my 
militance and cavalry, my itch fit and good time no more is this nightness and frightness no longer it lasts, its past 
and finicky fastened in, to bullets helm and an arrows head. 


harvey, youre only nervous. its your first date since who nows when and who knows who with. go, be along good 
man. walking back to his table, harvey looks to the postures and cadences of other guests. june, timothy, seymour, 
matthew, mary. some of there eyes meet mine, it brings him to either truth and safety or deluison and submission. 
now only just looking at his table, yes of course he sees stella, not as expected was their dinner and alber. this was 
only so noticeable because of their demeanors. they were both relaxed, its growing more and mre reduntant but: 
harvey, you feel inadequate. he sits as alber says: “for offering, enjoy! i must be leaving” stella: “bye” and harvey: 
“4, im definitely not a pacifist.” 


“obviously.” what do you mean? “‘your plate. i mean the gun could have been a sign but it had no bullets.” 
moving on. “i didnt kill it. i would though. most of my life ive wanted to, i thought for a fraction of that time that 
that was just life for cattle.” stella lights up, from a semi-somber ambitious sureness, she comes intrigued. i pull 
back. “tit was my fathers, i didnt keep much of his. i remember” him pointing it at me, my terror. looking down. “i 
remember him taking me to hunt.” 

“7 never did anything like that. sorry if i got excited.” 

“no its fine.” looking up into the lights overhead, feeling young again. “grazing. i didnt lie.” 

“about what?” 

“you. you’re stunning. are you staying in the home with glen?” 

“no, im at larklight inn.” 

“why?” 

“7 did lie. i cant stay for the student opening thing. im headed to salt lake maybe. i just want to move.” i receive 
with stale adherence. “i’d like to be a bit cold in and endless breeze like eating the world. but i dont know, its 
summer. when 1 go back home i’! know what university im going to if any and i’1] have my mind made up then.” 
“you cant go about it that way.” that young feeling has morphed into flat audacity, his seniority coinciding with it to 
say: “nevermind, i hope you do that and. 1 hope you feel” horrified at the expanse that unfolds before and around 
you. assured that this world is susceptible to change. happy that youre free. “when are you leaving?” 

“in the morning. i havent decide whether i should say bye to glen. honestly its a stupid web of lies. i told my 
parents i came here to stay with him, 1 didnt want him to feel patronized so i acted like it was a forensics 


extracurricular thing. if i dont say bye, do you think he’d call my parents?” 


still gone stale, near done with his lamb and mash: “i dont know.” 


“me neither. one or two?” 
“what?” 


insisting “one or two?” 


” 


“two. 
“then i’ll say bye. im thinking 1’II just act like somethings happening back home.” 


with such a web before him, harvey recalls friends and lovers. the ones that opposed lying, up until high school he 
never minded it. he didnt lie avidly, it was only that when others did, it never felt significant at all. what always got 
him though was the uncovering of lies. i never liked that part. admission or ousting, such strange notion. even those 
who suscept so fully to fantasy or distorted reality, there relationship with verbal truths and untruths can be so 
grotesque. “stella, dont lie.” flicker. “earlier i said i was reminded of hunting, but i really thought of being at the 
end of the barrel, and my father pulling the trigger.” not freed from hypocrisy, 


gazing, shrinking. “its a bit late for that.” waiting. “well. i cant undo them. but i can confess. are you done?” 


“veah.” signalling alber who approaches with partitioned immediacy, the bill, written out, is given to harvey. he 
pays and leaves with stella behind, chatting with alber. he unlocks his car, sits on the hood, and lights a cigarette. 
looking into the blinking night sky and feeling the inexplicability of this temperature, harvey comes to a certain 
awareness. 1 would say ‘a conclusion’ but ive run cycles that come to this revelatory feeling before. ‘revelatory’ i 
hope, doesnt suggest significant. in fact it’s only served to debase ‘significance’. although. i feel far from 
miniscule. i feel, harvey, you feel. fulfilled. reluctant? youthful? i inhale ash to exhale shame. long life. stella, 
walking back with an arm crossed at her back, looks at me, then the sky. “where’s the inn?” she replies, looking at 
her wrist: “larklight court off clinton road which is off 17-5. a right. its a bit passed the home.” before and above 
the long grey road, the two make little speech. 


“what do you plan to major in?” 
she places her hand on her face, i prefer to keep my eyes on the road, it may be over her lips or chin or forehead or 
every feature. “architecture. cinematography minor.” a pause and corosion between the two. “i think i should 
confess now.” 
“7 thought you already did.” 
“veah, kind of.” more lies. “i got carried-” i glance at her. “nevermind. oh! alber.” 
“tell me.” 
“i was so afraid that you knew, somehow, when you pointed your gun at me.” 


“knew what?” 


“that 1 wasnt completely transparent with glen, that i.” as she reaches into the back seat. “do they have classical 
radio here?” 


“yeah.” harvey turns the dial, its mostly static, sometimes a glitched till obscure semblance of synth pop, rarely 
anything clearsounding, never classical. harvey only stops turning the dial when she returns to her seat, uttering: 
“do you have any duran duran?” 


66. bed 


no. 
“michael?” 
“7 have. off the wall at home.” 
“queen?” 
“yeah. in the glove department.” 
searching. “oh my god. i didnt take you for a contemporary listener.” surprise. “evol! i saw them play last year.” 


inserting the tape that sounds a dreary, darkly triumphant, forceful, and spirited atmospere: “my violence is a 
dream, a real dream, a skinny arm, a cruch on living sin.” she turns it up. neither of us speak for the rest of the ride. 
our only comunication consists of points and nods. my mind has gone, its 11:37. i would be three hours from 
sleeping, probably cooking now. i dont want to give attention to the other prospects. im getting tired, i can feel it. i 
can explain the night’s temperaure now. its warm, like spectral blankets, its invigorating and comforting. after a 
while, stella mouths and whispers to ‘green light’. harvey hears “kiss her stomach” before “then 1 realize your light 
is the night” which is before the last “i believe in you” this is all incorrect. 


i know ill have reverance for today, but 1711 doubt it until i no longer feel or know its real. harvey makes this 
realization whenever anomalies appear in his life, something like ‘returning home, to ultimate normal familiarity, 
negates exception and the exceptional’ feeling the sentiment as he stares at his room or his entire building or in 
time, the road. harvey and his revelations. futile, ceaselessly ineffective revelations. hate. hatred. then looking at 
her, a nullification. harvey can be stale again. she mouths and whispers: “the california girls”. you were young 
today. that is defeating and weakening, reminded of blooming and life, harvey just as much recalls withering and 
death. 1 suddenly feel my body processing, “of feeling good” i can feel the absence of process, im sure that its 
whats present is slowing and will soon join the absent party. iam worried. 1 dont want to look at her, i have to face 
this. harvey looks at her. no longer worried. i inhale ash to exhale shame? no. harvey inhales ash in hopes that, at 
exhalation, its soaked up his bilous treachery and will be dispelled with it. or perhaps the old man believes 
somewhere within himself that the springing warmth in his lungs is a satisfactory distraction. whether this belief is 
flawed or not is out of my hands, i can only say that it goes against his values on dependence. simply: do not 
depend on anything outside of self. a notion of hypocrisy rises to no noticeable power, harvey has suscepted and 
indulged in ideas he finds bold and flimsy. harvey isnt just glancing anymore. their eyes meet in intervals. harvey 
feels that she looks small, only truly perceiving it as uncanny however alluring. a right on clinton road, a left onto 
larklight court. parked in front of larklight in, beneath its red neon sign. ask me if i want to come in. please, ask. 


[ iii. phantasmagoria ] 


she said “bye” and walked. this was so until she was just before the door. after that: she returns to harveys window, 
perhaps sensing his burgeoning dread. she says: “wanna come in?” suddenly i am overwhelmed. looking in. to the 
sky, questioning whether something is playing with him, whether he deserves that wish ‘please, ask’s fulfillment. 
blinking, some appearing and reappearing, the stars provide no answers. the same goes for the innumerable, 
infinite, and indefinite something surrounding them and all else. these hallways feel brown, my skin feels pink, the 
air feels grey. in his tired state; all is reduced to colors. he slowly comes to sense, some form of it. “you dropped 
this” heard as clear as day. shot through emorphous, blending and bulbous, fat-like etchings of color, simple color. 
yes, aS my sense returns i am no longer questioning the ‘why?’ of occurence that i helm, i see. i see her, and doors 
and brown and red carpet and warm light and my simple gate in grey suit. unlocking a door: “i read it and i think 
you should do it. i mean if youre taking, like. suggestions.” what are you talking about? now sitting on the mattress, 
stella adjacent, sitting on the desk as my paralllel. 


[idealized general experience: daylight surrounded by forest. wide concrete floored space, sing to harp and maybe 
piano for two hours, bake and share the consumption of sourdough, mushrooms, and water, wrestle and kill lamb, 
drain it and disperse blood. thank congregation, leave with lamb carcass [remember location, retrieve bones six 
months later], bury it and go home. 


-may ninth: on foot search for empty spaces and practice sermon delivery. site research nearby farms or really 
anywhere sheep/ lambs may be. 


values and the unnamed utopia: man must suffer, man must suffer until numbed to itself. now then done with itself, 
man must then put its own selfishness and primal craving of pleasure and prosperity into others. of course its 
possible it in this case may no longer function at all, go limp; that unfortunately forms a hierarchy [halved, socially 
accepting and denying] though given benefit of doubt, i believe that compassion through suffering will be given to 
it by a third party. equality can not be wholly, completely, entirely instilled. matters of age, natural 
physicality/psychology are to be considered, once more: unfortunately, in parts. firstly, on age: until the age of 
seventeen, your adolescence is immunity to most ‘responsibility’ [ie: finance, health, socioeconomics. for now 
though, we will lower the complexity of such matters, easing to match the pace of ‘averaged’ maturity]. seventeen 
until opted or nonfunctioning, the aforementioned matters must be accepted and interacted with as facts of life. 
secondly on anatomy and capability given the subject. there are physical ailments/ conditions that prevent such 
commonplace movement as walking or speaking. those with such afflictions are to the will of their families. ] 


as harvey rereads his plan he feels disgusted. for no particular reason. maybe changed ideals, maybe dissatisfaction 
at his penmanship. really, no pinned reason. 


“you should do it.” 
barely audible “why?” 


“you seem like you have enough to regret kind of. like. it doesnt seem entirely impassioned but you could try.” 


lost in a tired listlessness, harvey loses several sections of his presence. sharply awakened by lips upon his and 
hands holding the ends of his cheeks. fingertips make him aware of his neck, it feels dense, contradictorily: like it 
could break. my eyes are open. so are hers. she pulls back. 


“never mind, i just thought about it. all significant documents of religion are long. this is half a page.” 1 feel 
diminished, harvey comes to awareness of another horror. he is very sure of his shortcoming but oblivious to any 
semblance of prosperity. “you’re just hopeless, arent you?” i felt her hands and lips again. “i could not translate” i 


” 


was supposed to practice. “sorry. 


“7 cannot. nothing works, i cant even recall trying anything but. nothing works. i cant believe what its come to.” 
“what has it come to?” 
“sitting under a microscope in blaring light and blinded gaze. do you really think you can understand?” 
“henry, all i can do is try.” 


thats enough already. dont just ‘try’ tell me you will. tell me you fucking will. behind me, he says “excuse me, 
whats your hurry?” my answer being: ‘theres something concerning occuring in my place of work’ or ‘you wont 
work, this. it just wont work’ harvey says neither, fuming perhaps as the medical domestication of such a place 
harasses his sense of malleability. what i mean is that this is dangerously constricting for the man, fortunately he’s 
already through the door, unlocking that of his car. “phylogeny flagrance flippant” words he doesnt know the 
definitions of but are on his mind. harvey, forgetting his radio and cassette tapes, drives in silence. for him though, 
it does not feel like silence, for the walls of his skull are witholding a siren. like a fetus of pure sound. “womb 
behind my eyes?” again, remembering to or that he should take notes [as this may fit in a sermon]. henry rolls 
down the window. the slowness of being in town annoys me. looking out, he sees people. he sees buildings. the 
only of them that he recognizes is crossroads mall. some few years back, in attempt to buy a suit, he had heard with 
a cold clarity. chatter about the death sentence of one ‘gary bishop’ and right after, presumably from the same party, 
an anecdote on coca-cola. that its better in miami. branching, he cant think of miami without being reminded of 
midnight cowboy. and midnight cowboy to new york, new york to places he’s never been. from that a sense of 
dread at physical complacense. just as that shows face, he feels his car. its stillness. its smallness. its enough to 
drive someone mad isnt it? or “am i weak to not cope with minisculity.” replying to himself “i couldnt say so.” 
almost breaking it, he pulls down the mirror. this image, image of concern but beyond it. indifference, cold with 
rampaging ilicit yearning, “for what?” answer the question yourself harvey. as traffic slowly makes its way. “no. 
no. what am i yearning for?” what would complete you, again words of the past. a question he asked some faceless 
lover, this ‘asking’ more like a challenge. he knew, seemingly since birth that there is no completion for a person, to 
feel whole is impossible. another good one for next months sermon. he actually makes due of his black leather 
notebook, scrawling: ‘womb behind eyes’ and ‘no human wholeness’ with little sketches. continuing with this 
stream and its questions, i propose a counter, harvey. perhaps your standard of wholeness is too high. no, 
diminishing standards destroy us. though, maybe. maybe i should think more about the ‘path’ to wholeness. 
disappointing. you know, that may be another word you dont know the meaning of. “no.” relay, i know. its when 
you dont toss or regret before sleeping, its when you hold no issue with how little or how much youve done in 
whatever interval of time, its when you nullify want, its when you. i dont know. dont necessarily want to but are 
prepared to die, or live even. fine. its quite the fucking standard. what satisfaction do you find in diminishing my 
ideals? “none old boy.” taunting. “nothing more than rhetoric.” further into his reflection, further down the road. 
the image still yearning, the aimlessness of it only more hurtful. ideal! divinity, im seeing it now. im not hurt, i cant 
be. its purposeless to pain myself. its laughable, harvey. “youre right.” flipping the mirror back up. flashes of 
repulsion and attraction balance to again state that still indifference. quieted siren. now its just the sound of living. 


[ iv. idle/ epilogue ] 


“any other thing really. so here. black leather boots over bloodsoil. walking. i found a clearing, fortunately. i began 
to dig. i worried about my boss. glen. i dug for hours. i did the same for days. i mixed cement in wheel barrels. 
during: my mind was on women. men. life. death. happening. happened. will happen. it frustrated me. i wanted to 
drive the shovel into my foot. i thought pain would distract me. i did not out of fear. 1 focused on shape, i wanted a 
half pill shape, 1 think it’s come out fine. 1 feel that in the morning i am ravenous and in the night i am delirious. the 
middle, stillness, is rare. today, congrigation, i thank you. for i, and i hope you all are, am still.” only now looking 
to them. harvey. “now i find. extreme. joy.” bravo! bravissimo! “‘joyousness.” it tugs at the rope in harveys left 
hand. he looks at the lamb, kneels and pets it. his mind is flooded with “la la la” its as if his kneeling was more 
sinking. a moment into night. a tick in madness. arise! “joyousness, sensation and falsification. it may be. mutiny. 
but i wish we could all be truthful! i wish! i wish! nothingness i wish! man and mind i wish! lord. no! man and 
mind. man and mind and earth are lord. at this very moment, we are beneath the ground. mind is in man, man is in 
earth. joy swells in them all. worry, frustration, fear! may we be cleansed of them all!” no longer night. “all. may 
we look. as our minds look. indugently, with complete intent to feel.” he walks from his empty radium, he stares. 
this is horrifying, i see nothing. for a while before aspects like ‘brown skin’ or ‘black hair’ and evaluations like 
‘your chin is sharp’ for “sharpness is intimidating’. in hypothesis. in actuality, i want to. oh god there it is. i want to. 
i look away, admission. “rapture in rupturousness. i cannot know.” back to the subject. “what are you thinking?” 
told of confusion, told of oblivion at life direction, told of family and graciousness. by the next my sight is more 
immediate. “frayed lips”, “dry skin” etc. observations moving outward from the mouth. im asked. im feeling 
explosive. not the common tension, but. exaltation! “humane, destructive. how are you?” looping, for each member 
of the congregation. martha, felix, carl [or formally ‘carlton’], ian, ingrid, dartmouth, ella, lorilyn, andy, two jacobs, 
nelson, august, mary, mary-anne, henry, ;;oyd, jarvis, alfie, and colton. “thank you all.” harvey sheds a tear, meager 
water, he cant hear me. dew upon my eyelashes reflects and clarifies all the sun’s unseeable colors onto, into my 
eye. “i dont believe ive prepared any more words.” this lamb is uppety. tugging. i kneel and untie the rope from its 
neck. i check my watch. 6:02. watching it run, i imagine what comes next. i realize the inadequacy of my attire. its 
nothing. i kick my shoes off, 1 hold my silver cross. i tear it from my neck. “congregation.” now faltering, shrinking 
divine vigor. “please.” and a motion for room. i have to blank myself. i must disembody. i am naked. 1 feel a small 
eympathy for the small thing. unsuspecting and inocent. what am i doing? its white wool is seasoned with dried 
leaves. auburn wind has come and sinned. lustfully, wraithfully, pridefully. i stand and fall beside the lamb, roling 
and tossiing. pulling its pink ears ‘baa’. in the quick glance i get at the congregation, i notice a few have climbed 
out. the others faces vary, shock, tense indifference, sadness. winding through each axis, i feel the warm flesh at the 
foot of its coat, weak air as we move, the vibration in its gullet with each ‘baa’, the cold solidity of concrete, and 
thin sweat coming to me. enough. i pin it down. looking to the congregation, i motion ‘join in’. “anyone,, nothing 
too painful.” mary-anne walks forward. i let go, it is no longer pinned and i am no onger pinning. i walk to my 
coat. paper from pocket, im only just remembering how crrude my drawing is. and vague! either way, 1 just about 
remember where the heart is. left or right? ill just see where it beats the strongest. but i may take it to the skull. i 
dont know, whatever the time suggests. 1 wait beside them. mary-anne is gentle, in an earlier glance i was sure she 
was petting it. i touch her shoulder and motion ‘its been enough’ we pat it together. 


i motion the next member of the congregation. i remember i left the bread in my car. i shun such a memory, if i 
think about it, i may feel the uncanny nature of this moment. by the eighth member, the lamb is tired. all four of its 
legs are bent, it lies in place with its right eye to the sky. “thats. enough. those of us who have yet to contact the 
lamb, please do so in some way.” my own tensity flourishes as they gather around it with unsettling though 
passionate and warming familiarity. i back up and watch their embrace. further, to my coat. i pull my gun and set it 
behind them. “now if i may.” flowing violently, forcing composure. “we, us all are temporary. we, us all blood and 
skin and bone. we, us all love, something or someone. we! we must go further than sensations of our components. 
we must see soul! not any intangible apparition but soul! unity of mind and body, will to fulfill to the utmost 
capacity. will to be the pinnacle of self. not to peak or plateau, but to shed graphed growth and be still. self! your 
own true singularity, embrace it, removed from influence, removed from the outside standard!” now with this lamb 
between my legs, looking at it as if its my loving listener. “find you! suffer and break till reduced to the most base 
form of self, this is not humbling or a cause to be modest. this is not a lesson or an awakening. degradation of self, 
when taken to absolute, will fortify you. make your chest a black crater, let your pumping organ shine light as any 
sun any star and be known! known to yourself as you are the one single person on earth that you can know. be sure! 
be full not fleshy but hellishy layered lapsing with sameness fire! fire! fire! fire!” i pull the trigger. its white wool 
grows red on its breast and back. a puddle is forming on shallow concrete. “please embrace her once more.” the 
congregation is reluctant but compliant. some unnamed feeling draws harvey away from the carcass. petrified, 
almost choked. why? miniscule, almost nonexistent. why? 1 scramble to comprehend this feeling. there is no sense 
in sight. i scramble to comprehend anything. 


afterword 
[‘emulating and spawning steadman’ trilogy] 


[iwanttokill] something in me has crept out, or in moments, made itself apparent. i see a man and his family, his 
family. his image in his children. the incomprehensible feelings of his woman. the pervading state of personalized 
submission present in them, and the miasma of control and unity he’s made. i am dragged to jealousy and 
reverence. excuse my confined presentation of ‘family’ i will be the first to say that is not the experience or image 
of all ‘families’. mine or, the space of mine that I occupy, lacks ‘father’ a mere fact. 1 am sixteen, my younger 
brother is thirteen, the next in line, my sister is eight, followed by two more brothers not here, aged three ad two. 
there are three different fathers among that five offspring. its confusing, i am not jealous of their linearity or 
wholeness, adjectives only to say. my envy lies gazing at his success. yes, alone and petty and grotesque, i see that 
face of satisfaction by creation and protection so i envy. to that man i would say, bitterly: your lover, your children, 
your home, be good and keep them close. though as an alone, petty, grotesque, and more! as a weak, somber, 
hopeless, obscured, obscuring, frustrated, doomed thing, i don’t speak. i know nothing of it. it simply isn’t my 
place. what can one do at any given moment or any sequence of moments, only bearing their mind and body? what 
can 1 do? do you think of destruction and imposing on the still states of physical apparati? what is the most 
substantial? to kill. that is not the cause, it can’t be. or is it? at the utterance of “i want to kill” do you think of the 
living? people? as expected if you did, to kill is to make devoid of life, of course life came to mind. if asked after 
making the statement, what i want to kill i might say ‘you’ playfully. but i mean something less tangible. something 
so vague that when i say i want to kill it, there is no fifth word. the noun changes, i cannot name it, can i do it? say 
it again and J then means a resolution. in me rises a coveting primitivism. like a father, impregnate and claim and 
like a primitive, hunt and dominate. 


[(loveless)] ive been a lover, unabashed in the feeling but blocked by innumerable psychological barriers. i do not 
trust, i do not understand, i do not remember, i do not connect, i do not comfort, i do not empathize, i do not tell, i 
do not know. i never felt that people could know each other, that may be a result of having a high standard for 
‘knowing’. comprehending thought processes so fully that you have the ability to simulate them, embedding them 
in you so closely that it feels like they are with you even when they physically aren’t, looking so extensively that 
you can imagine their anatomy with incomparable precision. shared between mind and body, there is presence. that 
is the way lovers know each other. friends and family are less severe. knowing friends is more becoming fond of or 
used to your sense of them. this fondness, when easy and mutual, suggests or evokes learning and interacting. 
you'll love each other. knowing family as you to your parent, grandparent, aunt/uncle, sibling, or cousin is set to 
interaction. i7ll note 1 know nothing of knowing offspring, if 1 were to depict knowing between my mother and i, i 
would say we simply don’t, there is time together so there is comfort. or there should be, people i’ve been beside 
my entire life, i make characters for, i act for. her being one. ive been a lover of living and viewing and feeling. ive 
been a lover, had a subject but i hurt and disappointed her. attractive in mind and body. its grim I still want her. my 
want strays and it disgusted me, knowing we were harnessed. we are no longer harnessed but my want is still 
putrid. ‘love’ now, is past tense. ‘love’ iam weak to, of the few or not so few emotions ive yet to devalue, it stands 
as my bane. compulsion for people and person as my bane. however, i want to love, contradictory like a poet. like a 
poet! contriving simplicities. like a poet dissatisfied, in many ways impotent. in some of the same ways, limp. and 
like a poet, 17ll close on lyrical prose: above this, glum ‘loveless’, needing ‘till needy some bleeding, others 
breeding blind justice. this is touch this is talk, this is fleeting. we are of this, come ‘loveless’, seething ’till seethy, 
both seeing sight lustless. this is sight this is sound, this is defeating. this is not true. 


[iwanttodie] notions, conceptions from the vague way of the human and humanity. i imagine their scorn, i imagine 
my humiliation, and my continued failure. its good, when i’m only imagining, but too often am i not and it is real. 
in the flesh, objectified by sight. the object in question being one that is utterly worthless and displeasing. 1 imagine 
saying words im saying now but that ive said before. this phrase even, i have said it before with either more or less 
conviction. “i love you” i have said only once, openly with conviction that outmatched anything else 1 had ever. 
now i dismiss it in shame, regret, and embarrassment. said said said, so many words with so many intents and so 
many contexts sometimes evoking action or feelings but mostly meaning or doing nothing. the aforementioned 
feelings and meanings could be nullified, and i could very well be where i am now. but i say, with everything in 
me, all would be well, even weller with my death. take that faintly, i mean to vanish from every mind that has ever 
perceived me and to stop experiencing in this or any consciousness. that is my sentiment in the statement ‘i want to 
die’. like a liar, like a coward, 1 hide the sub text: but to feel ive lived fully and to not feel the pain that brings that 
end. i will admit, make another few admissions. this want has followed me ten years of my life, fluctuating in 
power, never being acted on. 1 believe this want is an irrational weakness, however natural when faced with human 
life. i want to be good. 1 want to be happy. if i must live, i want simple, quiet and free domesticity, 1 want to create 
and learn. another admission and another reason for the core statement. my mind is unruly, at the thought of that 
dream quiet and domesticity, i imagine the allure of the opposite, that is now what i want. think of the finality of 
death, imagine the plentiful occurrences and senses of life, then back to death, then ‘life’ changes. unruly. i don’t 
perceive satisfactorily, i have made enough mistakes, evoked enough emotion, made enough art, seen enough, done 
enough now die. forgive me, not yet, not ever! 


